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fetters and handcuffs, between which hung fire-arms of all
sizes and dates. The sight of these added to Rashleigh's
feeling of dread, but It was the instruments of punish-
ment and torture, some of them then obsolete, which made
the most terrifying impact upon his imagination. The pas-
sage ended in a small room in which a clerk entered the
personal description of each of the criminals, after which
they were moved on through a small yard until they were
halted by a grated door. After some delay this was opened,
and they were admitted into this new wing of the building
and led up three flights of stone stairs into a large, badly-
lighted apartment, the unglazed windows of which were
strongly secured by iron bars. Except for a rough table
and two or three wooden forms, the room was unfurnished,
though scores of prisoners were sitting and lying around its
floor. The turnkey handed his batch of prisoners over to the
man in charge of the ward, who gave to each of them a
chunk of black bread, a length of coco-nut matting, and a
coarse horse-rug.
On the instant of the door closing upon the turnkey, a rug
was flung over Rashleigh's head from behind, and he was
pulled to the ground. The same treatment was meted out to
all the new-comers, and all were stripped of their clothing
by their fellow-prisoners. Rashleigh was too dispirited to
resist, and when the laughing prisoners had had their way
with him, he secured his rug and mat, spread them on the
ground, and lay naked down to sleep. The combined dis-
tractions, however, of the vermin with which the place was
overrun, the noisy talk and other nameless annoyances from
the dregs of humanity who were now his associates, com-
bined with the intense cold and the unease of his mind, made
sleep quite impossible. He spent the night tossing and
tumbling, brooding remorsefully upon the past, and making
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